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HERE came a Scot of Late 1 hear, to wait upon Tim Double, 
Some ſays it was a Northern Peer, that ask'd with Grief and Trouble: 


Hoadly Lilte, Didle Lilte, Hoadly Lilte Didle: 
bs Hoadly Lilie, Didle Like, Hoadly Lilte Didle, 
| What Deels come ower our Englifh-Men, I think their aw gen wood, Sir, 
73 Caunt they let auld Frienſhip ſtaun, and Kindneſs whare it ſtood, Sir. 
h Hoadly Lilte, &c. 
1 wiſ they wou' d conſidder weel among their great Complaints, Sir, 
That tho they count we are but Deels, I think they are nea x Sent, Sir. 
1 Hoadly Lilte, &c. 
They hae not forgot the Murder yett we did in Forty yen, Sir, 
But 1 8 they had a Hane in it, gin I be nea miſtean, Sir. 
Hoadly Lilte, &c. 
And wha watts now but Innocent Bloud is riſing on the Stage, Sir, 
That's pouring on us, aw this Flood of F ury and of Rage, Sir. 
Hoadly TLilte, &c. | 
1 wat weel their Sells, the Miſchieef ſought, that's '5 lately come frea Hell, Sir, * 
Hze n not ot they got a hopeful Gheal, they Ca Sacheverel!, Sir. | 
h Hoadly Lilte, &c  _. 
A very * time of Day, I trow, for us to learn our Beeads, Sir, 
What a muckle Deel hea we to do with his — of his Creed, Sir. 
f Hoadly Lilte, &c. 
He thinks to lead us aw aſtray with Non-refiſting Caunt, Sir, 
But while we Live, we will obea the League and Govenant, Sir. 
| Hoadly Lilte, Kc. 
And as for yere ean Peart me Lord, mark weel what will follow aftes; 
i troath gin yee gett us a Cord, we ken whal get the Halter. | 
Hoadly Lilte, &. Es. 
For we may Curſe I trow yere Sell. and aw yere wily Deeds, Sir, | 
: 1 Can yee deny but yee hea Fell this auid Hooſe on our Heeads, Sir: 
44 . >. Hoadly Zilte, Kr. 
WF... Ye ken right weel when ye cam here, ye ſolemnly Proteſts, Sir, 
Gin we wou d furniſh ye with Gear, yeud tak awa the Teſt, Sir. 
A Hoadly Lilte, Rc. 
And gatt na yee Ten Thouſan Puns to gang and ſeek PE Voatts, Sir. 
And now our Kirks a pulling doune, Odds Wouns yere eut our Throats, Sir. 
3 Hoadly Lilte, &c. | 
For now as lang as e're we Live, they'll count us aw faule Scot's, Sir, | f ; 
| Tho' yere the Deel that did contrive, and countenance the Plot, Sir. 
72.% | | : _ & Hoadly Lilte, &c. | +: | 
AN > And whan ye gang frea hence awa, yeve left us aw forlorn, Sir, | een 
Our Bearns Curſe light on the Day yeer Fadder's Son was Bn, Sir; . 
5 Hoadly Lilte, c. 1 
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